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From two different worlds
yet in the same hemisphere,
ever inching closer,
we seemingly are drawing apart.
You are the sun, fixed in your orbit.
I am the earth rotating around you.
But are we spinning away from each other?
I am not quite sure how this relationship will work.
I want to know you - all of you,
and I want you to know me.
So, come to me.
Stephani N. Jones

2044 ...b. 1953
I hope to live to ninty-one
To see the stars and setting sun
And pitter-patter of little feet
To put my weary mind to sleep
I hope to live a life that's free
From prejudice wrongs and agony?
To ring a bell when it's all done
I hope to live to ninty-one
Phil Jones

TripPinB Below t1J.e Natural J2e<Btricted limit
Seems I've slipped and fallen off the ledge of life again
I fell into a maze of memories
Where the future is only a dream
I dream of things I wish I were, but never are
Of things to do but I can't
Day and night I look at the same four walls
The same face in the mirror
The same life that seems to go nowhere.
I've forgotten, once again, to do the things
That are a life & death matter
But instead do the impulsive things
I'm running out of excuses:
Excuses not to think of you
Excuses not to cry ...
How much more miserable can my life be
How can I be so selfish
By always thinking of me
So once again I sit and wonder
When life might come to an end
Because there are so many things
That I'll put off Until then

Randy Weir
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'lVI-II SPERS
They cry for help,
all we hear is a whisper.
They yell in agony and torment,
all we here is a whisper.
They scream in terror,
all we here is a whisper.
Maybe it's time we stop
listening to the shouts
of society,
And begin
listening to the whispers
of the children.
Jodi Anne Brown

Looking for love
How long will it be before I see your face, my love?
Your face is unkown, hidden somewhere in the world
Looking for me too.
Someday we will find each other and know that
We were meant to be together.
I hope I haven't found you and pushed you aside.
I hope you are somewhere trying to find me too.

Deborah L. Reagan

Mike Tucker

A PLACE TO THINK
Sitting in ml,Jroom,
I look outside and see consolation
lozuu walking ml,Jwindow it's rain
The water is not just falling;
rather, it creeps down windows,
cars, buildings, and
it drifts from the skl,Jto the ground
The rain has an emotional cleansing effect.
I can crl,Jin the rain.
I can scream in the rain.
I con walk in the rain.
I can see ml,Jthought in the rain.
I think mast clcorlu on cloudu cous.
I con sort out how I feel,
plan ml,Jnext step,
meditate on life.
I could stare at it forever.
It's so beautiful that it replaces onu flower in rnu mind's cue.
The rain closes me in and confines me.
It snugll,J secures me in mu room.
MI,J refuge is warmest in the rain.

Stephani N. Jones
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Looking at life through a rose-colored door:
Knowing that age will stop this foolishness
And make my childlike image into a hollow bore.
Clinging to an abstract world forming inside my mind
And taking shape in my daydreams which only serves
As a shield that is slowly breaking against life's
sharp awakenings.
My heart and spirit have minds of their own;
They only see and feel what they think they can loan.
But this is just a remnant of a young girl's fantasies
Which takes the place of the real world's expected
ecstasies!

LIFE

DAPHNE L. RYERSON

Life and its mysterious ways
Continue to ponder me
Could purpose be an issue
Or perhaps it is confused as well
For it is random in choices
And unreliable in results
Will answers be known
To remedy the madness
That ponders me so

Daphne Ryerson

Good-blJe Dear Teacher blJ Deborah L. Reaqan
You opened mlJ elJes.
You helped me see mlJ faults as a student.
You helped me understand, I had to at least trlJ.
You helped me see that I shouldn't put thinqs off.
You told me to do mil best -- and I let us both down.
, wish I could show "lie chanlJed.
That I'm not the same as before.
But, , can't do that, 1J0u see
, can't chanlJe the past.
All was said and done back then.
And since I malJ never see 1J0u alJain
Thank 1J0u for openinlJ mlJ elJes.
Good-blJe dear teacher.

A CHANGED PERSPECTIVE
A crab on a beach of perfect
trying to blend, but the shell is too
A pink rose amongst immaculate
A foot print in a long driveway

white sand,
ostentatious white roses of snow -

I am that crab
that pink rose
that foot print
It is perfectly natural for me to be there.
But I am not wanted.
I seem to mess up the scheme of things.
Oh, how I wished to be more of a compliment
rather than a contrast,
to be accepted rather than rejected.
But I am the better for it.
Because of this experience,
my shell grew harder,
my petals are a more intense pink,
my foot print is mou? deeply rooted.
Stephani N. Jones

Holly McCarty
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There's a hole in my pocket
Where my spirit slipped away
There's a light in my eyes
Where the candle still flickers
My soul has been taken
Still my body lingers on
Take me out now
Don't put me through this pain
Too much heartache
I just can't take the pain
Should've taken the warning
My heart kept beating faster
And I just couldn't say no.
There's a hole in my pocket
Where my spirit slipped away
There's a light in my eyes
Where the candle still flickers
And that candle flickers on.
I just couldn't see it coming
But we had our chance together
And the candle flickers on ...
and on .... and on

Marvella, D'Arter
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The sun rises and falls but it does not set.
It seems to have fallen

along with my heart
because of the disappointment
of not seeing you.
Your countenance and personality
are not even a figment of
the person that is concealed.
Externally, you are gruff and rather crude,
a front that wards off harm.
But I could almost get lost in the inner you.
Your heart generates such warmth and expression
that I am drawn to you almost unconsciously.
I feel the embrace of your attentiveness to me,
and I feel like a baby without a care in the world.
Just thinkIf I feel this way now, how would I feel if
I delved deeper into your personality?
I desire to become better acquainted,
but I am hesitant at the same time
for fear of being hurt.
That has happened many times before.
Will you do the same?
I know you can make no promises, but
you know the intentions of your heart.
I guess I'm still waiting for the sun to set.

As I Sit And Ponder
As I sit and ponder,
words w-h-i-r-l through my mind
like windblown snow
When will it all end:
It lies in wait like a match

waits to be mated against a stone;

I

I
I

I
I

by
Chris Callicott

I
I

and I wonder more;

I
I

when it will end:

I

- I think of all the time I have
wasted sleeping in my life

The wind creeks

I
I

against the panes of glass

I

as it awaits

I
I

• If we didn't sleep, we
could do extraordinary feats
with our extra time

a ray of light
. to melt away the frost
an icey rime that coats
not the glass", but
builds
in
layers
on
the
heart;
And all the while
I wonder:
when will it end:
Humans Are Truly Enigmas
Phil Jones
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- Sleep, a necessity to most
but only a waste to me

- I am angered when I
contemplate all the time
I have lost sleeping
- Sleeping dulls our senses
• Without sleep we are more
aware, more in tune with
the universe
- If, and only If, I could
go without sleep forever, I
would be famous and wise,
all at the same time.
• I think sleeping is God's
way of keeping us human.

Otohiko Fujii

As I watch the clouds drift
across the sky, my mind begins to drift with them.
I remember my childhood
I remember good times and bad times,
But I have no regrets.
People pass by me,
each person thinking her own thoughts
feeling his own feelings.
They don't see me.
i am alone but not lonely.
There is nobody near me
No one is there to hear my thoughts
or my feelings but God.
I am alone but not lonely.

William R. Weir
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Jonna Sanders

Love is not pain
But is comfort
Of knowing you
Are not alone

Daphne L. Ryerson

AS I WANDER AIMLESSLY

ACROSS THE LAND I NOTICE THINGS THAT I

HAVE NEVER NOTICED BEFORE. I NOTICE HOW HIGH THE TREES ARE AND
HOW THEY SURROUND THE LAND LIKE LACE AROUND A HANDKERCHIEF.
LOOK UP AND SEE THE TINY SILVER OF THE MOON SHINING A SMALL
BRILLIANT

LIGHT. THE CLOUDS ARE SPLASHED

NIGHT SKY WHILE THE STARS ARE SPRINKLED

GENEROUSLY

I

BUT

ABOUT THE

BETWEEN THEM LIKE TINY

PIECES OF CRYSTAL
I STOP AT THE TOP OF THE HILL AND I BEGIN TO DREAM. SOMEDAY
WE'LL BOTH COME HERE. WE'LL WALK HAND IN HAND ACROSS THE GRASSY
CARPET AND PLAN OUR FUTURE. HE WILL LOVE ME, I WILL LOVE HIM, AND
NOTHING WILL EVER SEPARATE

US AGAIN. HE'LL GAZE INTO MY EYES AND

TELL ME THAT HE LOVES ME AND THAT HE'LL NEVER LEAVE ME. WE'LL SIT
ON THE GRASS SURROUNDED

BY WILDFLOWERS,

HOLD EACH OTHER AND GAZE

AT THE NIGHT SKY.
WHEN HE COMES FOR ME, I WILL FEEL SAFE AND AT PEACE AGAIN.
HE WILL KEEP ME SAFE. WHEN HE COMES, MY SEARCH WILL BE OVER. I
WILL SLEEP PEACEFULLY

BECAUSE HE WILL WATCH OVER ME.' WON'T BE

LONELY, AFRAID, OR SAD EVER AGAIN. HE WILL CHANGE MY MISERABLE
LIFE AND HEAL MY BROKEN HEART.
GOD WILL NOT FORSAKE ME; GOD WILL BRING HIM TO ME. GOD WILL
NOT MAKE ME WAIT MUCH LONGER. GOD WILL BRING HIM TO ME SOONI
A CRICKET BEGINS TO CHIRP; GRADUALLY
AND I HEAR A SYMPHONY.

MORE CRICKETS

JOIN IN

I HEAR A VOICE SINGING SOFTLY. THE VOICE

IS SINGING OUR SONG. I KNOW THAT HE IS NEAR. I FEEL HIS LOVE. I
HEAR HIS VOICE WHISPER MY NAME. I TURN TO EMBRACE

HIM AND HE IS

NOT THERE. THE WIND BEGINS TO MOAN AND THE CLOUDS BEGIN TO COVER
THE STARS. ALL OF THE BEAUTY IS GONE AND I AM LEFT ALONE. I FALL
FACE DOWN ON THE GRASS AND WEEP BITTERLY.
COMFORT ME. ONLY GOD SEES MY TORMENT.

ONLY GOD IS THERE TO

ONLY GOD FEELS MY PAIN.

By
JODI ANNE BROWN
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As
As I go back through my past
I believe its moments,
Feeling each one,
Slowly allowing it to occur.
I remember the serenity of those days;
Now I prepare myself for another existence,
The approach of time seems unfamiliar.
" Please Come Closer", the lurid voice of the future announced,
" Let go of your past, cease apprehension,
And allow us to meet. "
But I fear I cannot make this journey
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by
Deborah L. Reagan

Thoughts of you are lingering on my mind.
No matter what I do or say-the thoughts are still
There to stay.
Others don't understand why I always think of you.
I don't even know myself.
You being gone, somehow, has made me think of you.
Thoughts of you are still lingering in my mind.
It's like a song that won't quit,
The tune won't go away-just like my thoughts of you.
I didn't like you, when you were around.
You seemed able to understand, why I am what I am.
you were there to lend a helping hand.
Thoughts of you will always linger in my mind.

TO GOD'S PEOPLE
I Have a feeling you won't die in vain
Eternity is reality
.

so

.

You won't die in vain
You won't die at all . . . . . .

Phil Jones

